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Author's Notes: 


This is my first time granting a wish so | hope you enjoy it. But if you don't, oh well. At least | had fun writing 
it lol (| really did). Also it most focuses on Vince, so | hope you're okay with that. 
Welp, just when I'd thought I'd seen everything.. Apparently | was wrong. Way fucking wrong. 


| promise l'm really not some huge asshole; | don't give a shit about my bandmate's personal matters, and 


seriously, who's fucking who matters nil to me -- as long as I'm fucking someone of course. 
However, Mick and Nikki? That's just fucking weird. 


You think I'm joking? l'm not joking. | wish | was joking. This wasn't even some intoxicated fantasy. | was only on 
my second bottle and the cocaine intake was so small it wasn't even worth mentioning. (Who the fuck 


fantasizes about this shit anyway?) 


Actually Tommy was the one who told me. That's right Tommy freaking Lee. Leaving me, as usual, the last to 
know. You'd think the singer would hold some standing in the band. But noooooo. Clearly thats not how we do 


shit here in Crüe. 


Anyway, it all happened far too fast for my liking. One second | was happily drowning my sorrows with the 
bottle. The next, no amount of alcohol can remove the images of Mick and Nikki kissing from my mind. 


Nevermind what else they do. 


When it all began, | had been leaning against the wall, just outside the studio entrance, bottle in hand, wondering 
where the fuck my band was. Nikki is always on my back for "not caring enough about the band" and he goes 
pulling shit like this? Yeah, | was fed up. The only reason | even stuck around was to lecture the other three 
when they finally decided to arrive. If they finally decided to arrive. Fucking assholes. 


| was in the midst of planning out my diatribe, when who decided to show up, but Mr. Tommy Lee himself 
tearing down the street in his brand new bike. 


It was a manner of seconds that Tommy made it off his bike right up to where | was standing. His face was 
bright red and he was completely winded. All round, he appeared to have just run a marathon 


| took him trying to catch his breath as my opportunity to speak. "Well, well, well, look who finally decided to 
fucking show up. But don't worry, its not like Nikki's even--" 


"Duuuuuuude," Tommy cut me off, still huffing and puffing, but presenting as if he hadn't heard a word | had 


just said to him. "You're never gonna believe this, man!" 


"What?" | asked, only half-interested. | remember a time when | thought Tommy Lee shenanigans were fun 


That was before Nikki Sixx ruined him of course. 


"Nikki -- man, this is fucking crazy! Nikki a-and Mick are, are, they're fucking! Can you fucking believe it? Nikki 
and Mick are fucking!" 


Clearly he should have allowed himself more time to breathe, | recall musing to myself, because that shit 


made literally no sense whatsoever. 

"Nikki and Mick are fucking what?" | asked. 

"Fucking each other!" Then he starts to laugh. 

And in that moment two things reach my, only slightly foggy, brain. One: Tommy may have just suggested that 


Mick Mars and Nikki Sixx are having sexual relations with each other and, two: it's obviously a joke. Otherwise 
Tommy wouldn't be laughing. 


Because of this deduction, | began to laugh as well. Not that that was a particularly funny joke. But what the 


fuck else was | supposed to do? 


Finally, once l'd begun to calm down from my laughing fit, Tommy grabbed me by the hand like the eager 
fucking kid he is and started to pull me back towards the direction of his bike. 


"Woah, man! What the fuck are you doing?" | asked, naturally. 
‘lm taking you to fucking see for yourself, bro!" 


Which left me extremely confused. How far was Tommy going to take this joke? Or did | misinterpret him to 
begin with? 


Oh well. Seeing nothing better to do, | played along, hopping into my car and following him to where-the-fuck- 
ever he was taking me. That right there is one of my biggest regrets. 


It didn't take me long to deduce he was taking me to Nikki's house. Now, at that point, | almost bailed on 
Tommy and turned right around. In fact, if it hadn't occured to me that this was my chance to present Nikki 
with my diatribe from earlier, | would have turned around. As it was, | followed Tommy into the house and 


right to Nikki's main living room. 


It took my eyes a few seconds to adjust to the setting and my brain a few more to process, but when | did.. 


Fuck, when | did, | wish | could unsee it. 

You know what | saw? You know what | fucking saw? Nikki fucking Sixx was kissing Mick fucking Mars, 
completely oblivious to me standing right fucking there. No really! Lip to lip! And for all | know there was 
fucking tongue! | don't even want to think about that. 


| bolted. | had no choice. There was no way | could stick around. | got right in my car and drove home as fast 


as | possibly could. 


And now here | am. | have more booze, | am surrounded by hot bimbos, and yet, that visual is fucking 
haunting me. 


| just don't understand. 


Tommy and Nikki, sure that could happen. I'd hate it, but it's high possible. Tommy and me could fucking happen 
for crying out loudl 


But Nikki and Mick? 


How did that relationship even start? 


| struggle to even think of Mick in a sexual situation sometimes, let alone think of Mick in a sexual situation 


with Nikki. 
Who would even be on top? 


Obviously fucking control freak Nikki. But just what if it was Mick? Someone's gotta show Nikki who's boss. | 


crack a smile. 


Don't get me wrong, this relationship's still weird as hell, but as long as Nikki is the bottom -- and | never see 


them doing anything even slightly romantic in my presence ever again, maybe | can be marginally okay with it. 
But probably not. 
This shit's fucking weird. 


And now | need to get these new images out of my head --- the ones that are in fact, fictional. Fictional until 


proven otherwise. And | hope they're never proven otherwise. 
Fuck. 


~Fin~ 


